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the last time I was in that neighbourhood, in the terrible
flood at L.G. IV 27 miles further east.

Soon the desert became a vast grey shadow under
the soft opal dome of the sky in which tiny points of
fire slowly became visible. As the moon brightened
the desert turned to dull silver. We tested our night-
flying gear, let off a Holt flare each, and ran up our
engines. Bunny took off first, disappeared in a shadow
of dust, then rose above it, silhouetted against the moon.
I took off rather closely behind him and his slipstream
forced my right wing down. I could not tell precisely
how far off the ground was, but it was not far; and for
a few seconds I was rather worried till I was able to
lift the wing up. The air was stiflingly hot as it always
is at night; and L.G. V is 1,500 feet high. Under
these conditions the aeroplane did not climb well at
first.

We rendezvoused over the great silver mud flat, on
which I had decided to land if it became necessary
immediately after taking off. Then I spotted the
track where it runs across the flat and found that the
light was sufficiently good to follow it. We followed
it all the way to Ramadi. Mostly it showed up as a
thin black line on the dull pewter of the desert. It
was a bit of a strain to follow it, and I lost it once in
the "Hills of Lost Thoughts" between L.G. Ill and
L.G. II, when I dropped a Michelin flare and was
slightly dazzled. However, I circled in the usual way
and soon found It again.

I was surprised how well the track showed up by
moonlight. I had navigation instruments and was
prepared to navigate at any point should I lose the
track. Flying Officer Gandy was in the hull sitting